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Hiatus - what Dave did next 


Author's Notes: 

This short story is based around the letter that Dave wrote to accompany the Saint Cecilia EP release. When | 
first read the letter | thought Dave was calling time on Foo Fighters permanently, then | reread it and realized 
that he was just calling a hiatus which he has done several time in the past. And then | just got to wondering 

what if the hiatus had a bigger purpose... 


‘We could use a nice wander through the woods night about now. Another empty journal, another tap on the 
shoulder..those things are never far behind Its what lies ahead in those woods that excites me now... 


en | can't help but wonder when we will see each other again. Who knows? But, with everything Foo Fighter related, 
it will only be when it feels right" 


Dave Grohl, November 2015 
(From the letter accompanying the Saint Cecilia EP) 
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He pulled the dust sheet off the mixing desk and ran his hands over the surface. A smile touched his lips as 
he recalled the excitement he had felt when the Neve board had been installed in the studio, a piece of music 
history in the midst of all the newness. A whole lot of new history had then been made on that board, the 
studio had been used not only by Dave but by a number of other bands each recording their own slice of 


history for the generations to come. 


It had been five years since the studio had been in use; after the Sonic Highways tour Dave had called a 
hiatus, he had needed a break, a real break, and after losing a close friend and some musical icons he'd felt 


that need even more. So he had slipped away from the world, he had packed up his guitars, his drums, his 


He was tired of life in the public eye, tired of being all things to all people, he wanted to be Dave, just a middle 
aged guy who's life didn't revolve around writing the next album, TV appearances or touring. Money was no 
issue, he had enough money in the bank, more than he would ever need, which provided him with the luxury of 


disappearing. Which is exactly what he did. 


He had cut his hair short and dyed it grey, he had thought that was funny, most people dye their hair to hide 
the grey and there he was making his hair grey on purpose. He had shaved off his beard, the face that looked 
back at him from the mirror was almost unrecognizable, he'd had a beard for so long that he had forgotten 
what his face actually looked like. Lines and wrinkles creased his face, they told the story of his life, lines from 
sorrow mixed with laughter lines, he'd had both in abundance. He had lost weight and his face was more 
angular making the change even more noticeable, he didn't look like Dave Grohl darling of the music world 


anymore, he looked like Dave nobody. Which was exactly the point. 
Then he had disappeared. 


John Silva, his manager of over twenty five years, had arranged for some of Dave's money to be transferred 
To an anonymous account and, through means that Dave was sure were not entirely legal, had provided Dave 
with a new identity. Dave Grohl became David Johnson, a perfectly unremarkable North Carolina native who's 
life was so boring that it merited only one page on the identity dossier Dave had been given. Dave had given 
John strict instructions not to divulge his identity or whereabouts to anyone and a standing arrangement that 
they would correspond twice a year, that was the only contact Dave wanted with his former life. Dave had 
taken nothing with him, he had bought clothes from a charity shop, bought a rust-ridden truck and had hit 


the road with no particular destination in mind. 


He had ended up on a small island in the San Juan archipelago north of Puget Sound, in Washington State, which 
was an hours boat ride from the nearest town. He had bought a cabin surrounded by a hundred acres of 


woodland and although it had electricity, via solar panels, he had no TV, no radio and more importantly no cell 


phone. He was completely alone, isolated from the world and he was completely content. 


Through his communications with John he knew that initially the whole world had been looking for him, there 
had been various media campaigns offering rewards on information of his whereabouts, and there had been 
the inevitable ‘Dave Grohl is Dead’ stories. John had assured the world that Dave was alive but that the 
former musician had retired from public life. After the first two years the media had lost interest and Dave 


Grohl became another has-been. 


It had been easier than Dave thought. He had supplies sent over by boat and on the rare occasions that he 
ventured in to town he had kept himself to himself and he didn't step foot in any of the stores where he 
might learn something about the world. He'd had a few close calls where he had almost been recognized but he 


had managed to keep his true identity effectively hidden, just as he hid his tattoos under long shirt sleeves. 


He had no regrets on leaving his life behind but it had been hard to leave the people. Leaving Taylor had been 
the hardest, he and his drummer had shared so much, more than people realized, and leaving him had been 
heartbreaking. Even so he had made John promise not to tell Taylor anything and his manager had kept his 
promise all these years despite the pressure Taylor had put on him. 


John informed him that Taylor and the rest of the band had been working on solo projects or producing music 
for other groups, being more or less successful. Dave was glad that his friends had managed to carve a place 
in the world away from being ‘the rest of the Foo Fighters‘, they deserved success in their own names, they 
were all talented musicians in their own right. 


The five years had gone quickly, Dave spent his days hiking through the woods, hunting, fishing and just 
enjoying the quiet. He had never had quiet in his life before, it had always been filled with music, singing, talking, 
shouting, screaming, and he'd welcomed the silence into his life, embraced it like a lover. Loneliness didn't bother 
him, he'd spent too many years in the company of people 24/7 that the solitude was a luxury that he'd only 
ever dreamed about. Living the reclusive life gave Dave peace, it gave him spiritual awakening, it healed his 
soul, it gave him back his life. And he kept all of his thoughts in a journal, a journal that had started out as 
hundreds of blank pages but that was now filled with thousands of words, thousands of thoughts. 


Then one morning as he sat on the steps leading to the door of his cabin watching the sun rise over the 
water he knew it was time to go back. 
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Going from David Johnson back to Dave Grohl was harder than leaving Dave Grohl behind had been. John 
arranged for Dave to move back to LA, still out of the spotlight but Dave was now Dave, hair dye gone, a 
beard forming on his tanned face, tattoos on display. The noise, the people, the world had crashed into Dave 
and for the first week he stayed holed up in his new house shunning any personal contact. The TV stayed 
switched off, the radio silent but he did open his journal and he picked up his guitar, then he began to write. He 
wrote for four days straight and on the fifth day he was ready. The songs from his life in the woods were 
ready. 


Taylor, Chris, Nate and Pat had been contacted, it had been a shock for them but they had all agreed to the 
meeting which had taken place at Studio 606. Nate had arrived first, he hadn't said a word but the smile on his 
face and the warmth in his hug let Dave know that he was happy to see his friend again. Pat came next, he 
pulled Dave into a bear hug that almost crushed his ribs and asked a hundred question with no pause in 
between for Dave to supply answers. Chris had been more cautious, his smile was strained and his hug brief, 


he was happy to see Dave but Dave knew that Chris was unsure about the meeting. 


Taylor was last to arrive, Dave was so looking forward to seeing his drummer but when Taylor entered the 
room his heart sank. Taylor's face was set in a scowl, he stood in the doorway for a few seconds then crossed 
the room and punched Dave hard on the cheek. It had taken a lot of shouting, and a few more, less forceful 
punches, before Taylor had broken down sobbing, falling into Dave's arms. The rest of the band had left the 
two men alone whilst Dave had held Taylor and tried to explain everything to him. It was going to take time to 
heal the hurt but as Dave wiped the tears from Taylor's face and his own he knew that the love that they 


shared was still there. 


Recording began the next day, the old chemistry ignited from a spark into a raging inferno and in two weeks 
they had the whole album ready for mixing. The record had a raw feel which Dave wanted to capture in the 
final mix, he wanted it to feel exactly as it had done during the recording sessions which had been a confusion 
of emotions ranging from anger to love and everything in between. It was an album which eclipsed anything 
they had made before; it was truth, it was real, it was fundamental. Five Years In The Woods was the most 
honest Foo Fighters album since the first album that Dave had recorded on his own 


The albums release was a media circus, Dave had arranged for a brief recorded statement to be released to 
all news outlet simultaneously. For years Dave had wanted each new Foo album to be a concept album; Wasting 
Light was recorded on analogue, Sonic Highways was written around music from eight US cities and the new 
album was no exception. The concept was five years in the making, a concept that Dave had kept quiet from 


the rest of the band, a concept that was more an experiment than a concept. 


Dave had come up with the idea on the Sonic tour. He was tired of touring, tired of writing, tired of everything 
and he wondered what would happen if he just gave up music. If he gave up for several years would he be 
able to go back to it? Would he be able to write again? Then his thoughts took him further. What if he gave 
up everything? What if he gave up everything for five years and had nothing to do with the world, what would 
happen if he came back after that and recorded an album? What would it sound like when he hadn't been part 
of the world but the rest of the band had? 


And in true Dave Grohl fashion he had carried out his plan. Five Years In The Woods was the result. The 
concept album to end all concept albums. It became the most successful Foo Fighters album ever and the tour 


the biggest of their career. 


For Dave it was a personal triumph, the only problem now was how the fuck was he going to follow that? 


